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HELSINKI, February 22nd, 1940

JL WO hundred and fifty miles is about the distance
from London to Exeter, I suppose, but maybe I*m wrong.
But most of you must have done car trips of about that
distance at one time or another. I want to try and tell you
now what such a trip is like in Finland to-day.

I went up to North-east Ladoga by train, and what with
air-raid alarms and one thing and another, the journey took
about thirty hours. So that when I was offered a lift in a
car for the return trip I was more than pleased. We started
from Sortovala, the town on the north shore of Lake
Ladoga which has been more damaged by Russian
bombing than any other town I have seen in Finland so far.
Our start was delayed by two air-raids, but we finally got
away at 2 a.m. in the middle of a third raid, with the
Russian bombers droning high up over our heads. But
we were lucky.

We drove at first without lights because we got all the
light we wanted from the moon. As dawn was breaking
we drove into the town of Lapeenranta, only to find that
the Russian bombers had been there a few hours ahead of
us. I don't know how many bombs they had dropped,
but it was plenty. They had evidently been high explosive
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